public who were fairly encircled by Municipal Guards
stationed at either end of every bench, in kepis with
the chin-straps down, that any disturbance might be
dealt with as soon as it occurred.
From the first it was apparent that public excitement
was even greater than on the previous day. The Presi-
dent was plainly nervous, the defence almost aggressive;
but in spite of his bias towards the cause at stake
it seemed to Michel that Labori, when pulled up short
by some new piece of evidence, was substituting
rhetoric for reasoning and that he had more brilliance
than logic. At one moment, even, he pretended to throw
in his hand. And that great blond figure leaning
towards the jury, fists upraised, eyes glaring, dominated
the adverse rautterings of the crowd, now attacking
the prosecution, now belabouring a witness; until at
last, when the witness had been dismissed, and the
small dry voice of the President could be heard in the
momentary calm threatening to clear the court,
Labori would sit down noisily, flapping a great white
handkerchief as he mopped his damp forehead and the
fringe of already greying blond hair that tumbled
into his eyes.
Meanwhile the fight became more furious. Protesta-
tions and mutterings from one party in court were
immediately drowned by applause from the other
(if provocation were needed it was enough for Labori
to raise his voice and utter those words which since
the first beginnings of the affair had automatically
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